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Nym. Iflijllhaucmy Noble? 

Pift. Incafh, moftiuftly payd. 

Nym. Well, then chat the humor of’c. 

Enter Hofiejfe. 

Hofi, As euer you come of women, come in quickly 
to fir lohn : A poote heart, hec is fo fhak’d of a burning 
quotidian Tertian, that it is moll lamentable to behold. 
Sweet men, come to him. 

Nym. The King hath run bad humors on the Knjght, 
that’s the euen of it. 

Vift. Nym, thou haftfpoke the right, his heart is fra¬ 
med and corroborate. 

Nym. The Kingis'agood'King, but it muff bee as it 
may : he paflcs fome humors, and canccres. 

Pijl. Let vs condole the Knight,tor (Lambekins)we 
wiilliue. , 

Enter Exeter, Bedford, & Weflmerland. 

'Bed Fore God his Grace is bold to truft thefc traitors 
Exe. They fhall be apprehended by and by, 
H'efi.How finooth and euen they do bear themfelues. 
As ifallegeancc in their bofomes face 
Crowded with faith, and conftant loyalty. 

Bed. The King hath note of all that they intend, 

Ey interception, which they dreamc floe of 

Exe: Nay,but the man that was his bedfellow, 
Whom he hath dull’d and cloy’d with gracious fauours; 
That he fhould for a forraigne purfe, fo fell 
His Soueraignes life to death and treachery. 

Sound Trumpets. 

Enter tke King, Screope,Cambridge,and Cray. 

King. Now fits the winde faire, and we will aboord. 
My Lord of Cambridge, and my kmde Lord of Itfajham, 
And you my gentie Knight, giue me your thoughts: 
Thinke you not that the powres wc beare with vs 
Will cut their paflage through the force of France ? 
Doing the execution, and the afte, 

For which we haue in head aflcmbled them. 

Sero. No doubt my Liege.ifeach marjjcio his beft.- 
King. 1.doubt not that, fince we are well perl waded 
I Wecarry notahearc wich vsfrom hence, 

*That growesnotinafaireconfcnt with ours: 

;Nor leauc notone behinde, that doth not vvifh 
Succefle and Conqutft to attend on vs. 

Cam. Neucr was Monarch better fear’d and lou’cl. 
Then is your Maielly; there’s not I thinke a fubieft 
That fits in heart-greefeand yncafincfie 
fVndcr the fweet (hade cfyour gouernmept. 

• Kni. True: thofe that were your Fathers enemies, 
Haue fteep’d their gauls in heny/and do ferue you 
With hearts fteate ofducy, and ofzcalc. 

King. We therefore haue great caufe of thankfulnes. 
And lhall forget the office ofour hand 
Sooner then quittance of defevt and merit, 

According to the weight and worthineffe. 

Sero. So feruice fhall with ftceled finewes toyle. 

And labour fhall refrefh jt fclfe with hope 
To do your Grace inceffao.t feruiccs. > 
i.'cKing. We Iudge nd leffc.Vnklc of Exeter, 

Jnlarge the man committed yefterday. 

That rayl'd againftour perfon: Weconfider 
It wasexccfie.of Wine, that fet him on, * 

And on hisniore aduicc. We pardon him, 

Sero. That’s mercy, br»t roo,much fecurity: 
Lethimbdpuhiffj’d Soueraigne, leaft example * 

Dreed (by lnsfufferance) more of fuch a kind. 

King. Oletvsyctbemercifull. 
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King. Alas, your too much l OUe and „ f| 

Ate heauy Orifons *gainft this poore fZlu ° f *«*, 
Ifhttlc faults proceeding on diftemper h: 

Shall not be wink’d at, how Avail w e ff tcrr . 

\V hen cap.tall crimes, chew’d, fwall GW ' d i °, Ur Te 
Appearc before ys ? Wce’l y ct inlarge that d 
Though Cambridge , Scroope, and Gray Zl^’ 
And tender preferuation ofour pcvfon hcir ^ c ere Ca , 
Wold haue him punilb’d. And now to out F 

Who are the late Commiffioners ? rencl, «uf ei 

Cam. I one my Lord, 

Your Highneflc bad me aske for it to d av 

i’rrc. So did you me my Liege, ^ 

Gray. And 1 my Royall Soueraigne 
tf/^.Thcn RichardEvle of Cambridge thet, ■ 
There yours Lord Scroope of CMafiam%ZZZ^ 
Gray ot Northumberland, this fame is yours • K "‘ gl,t: 
Rcade them, and know I know your Woi t |l , r 
My Lord of Wefimerland, and Vnkle ExeZ ^ 

Wc will aboord to night. WhyhownowC , 

What lee you in thofe papers, that you loofe ‘ ' 

So much complexion ? Looke ye how they cha no , 

1 heir chcekes are paper. Why, what reader g . 
That haue lo cowarded and chac’d your blood ”' 

Out ofapparancc. 

Cam. I do confefie my fault, 

And do fubmic me to your Highneflc mercy, 

Gray. Sero. To which we allappealc. )% 

King. The mercy that was quickein vs bm hr. 

By your ownc counlailc is fuppreft and kill'd • ' ’ 
You muff not dare (for ffiame) to taike ofm« C y 
For your owue rcafons turnc into your bofome/’ 

As dogsvpon their maifters, worrying you:’ * 

See you my Princes, apd my Noble Peeres 
ThelcEnglilh monftets: My Lord of fa J^ h « tc 

Y ou Know how apt our loue was, to accord 6 ’ 

To furnifh with all appercinents 
Belonging to his Honour j and this man, 

Hath for a few light Crownes, lightly confpir'd 
And iwerne vnto the.praftifes of France 
To kill vs hce/.e in HaiYipron, To the which, 

This Knight no lefle for bounty bound to Vs 
Then Cambridge is, hath likewife fworoe. ButO, 
hat {nail I fay to thee Lord Scroope,ihou cruell, 
Jngratefull, fauage,and inhuaaane Creature ?. 

Thou that didfi beare the key ofall my couhfailes, 

That knew’ft the very.bojtome of my foulq 
That (almoftj might’fl haue coyn’dme intoGolde, 
Would’ft thou hauepradfis'd on me,for thy vie? 

May it be pofsible, that fbrrajgne. hyer . 

Could out of thee extr aft ope Iparke ofeuill 
That might annoy my finger ? 'Tis fo ftrange, 

That though the truth of it (lands off as grpffe 
As blacke and white, my^ye will lcarfely fee it. 
Treaion.and murther, eiier kept together, 

As two yoake diuels fworne to eythers purpofe, 
Working fo grofiely in an naturall caufe, 

That admirarion did not hoope at them. 

But thou (gainft all proportion) didft bring in 
Wonder to waite on rrcafon, and on murther: 

And whatfoeucr cunning fiend it was 
That wrought vpon theefo prepolleroufly, 

Hath got the voycc in hell for excellence: 

And 
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r^her diuels that fugged by treafons, 

Ho botch and bungle vp damnation, 

patches, colours, and with formes being fctcht 
^ alirt’rine femblances of piety: 

Kc^that temper’d thee, bad thee ftand vp, 
r uetheenoinftancewhy thou fhouldft do treafon, 

V Icife to dub thee with the name of Traitor, 

T^hat^amc Daemon that hath gull’d thee thus, 
should with his Lyon - gate walkc the whole world, 
u e mi°hc returnc to valhe Tartar backc, 

7 nd ; c ll the Legions*] canneuer win •' 
a foulefo'eafie as that Engliihmans. 

Oh how hart thou with icaloufie infe£ed 
Thclwcetneffe of affiance? Shew men dutifnll, 
mhy fo didft thou : feeme they gr3uc and learned ? 

Why fo didft thou. Come they of Noble Family ? 

Why fo thou.Seeme they religious ? 

\Vhv fo didft thou. Or arc they fparc in diet. 

Free from grofie pafsien, or of mirth* orangery 
Conftant in fpiric* not (werumg with the blood, 

Garnilb’d and deck’d in modeft complement, 

Not working with the eye,without the e3re, 

And but in purged Judgement trufting neither. 

Such and fo finely boulced didft thou leeme: 

And thus thy fall hath left a kindc of b!or, 
po make thee full fraught man, and beft indued 
With (omefufpition, 1 will weepe for thee. 

For this reucltofthinc, me thinkes is, like 
Another fall of Man. Their faults are open, 

Arreft them to the anfwcr of the Law, 

And God-acquit them of their pra&ifes# 

Exe. I arreft thee of High Treafon, by the name of 
Richard Earle of Cambridge . 

I arreft thee of High Treafon, by the name of Thomas 
Lord Scroope o(mf>rrJkam t 

I arreft thee of High T real on, by the name o^Thomas 
Grey, Knight of Northumberland. 

Sero. Our purpofes, God iuftly hath difcoucr’d. 

And 1 repent my fault more then rqy death. 

Which I bcfeech your HighnefiTe to forgiue^i 
Although my body pay the price of it. 

Cam . For me, the Gold of France did not feduce,! 
Although I did admit it as a vnotiue. 

The fooner to effect what I intended : 

But God be thanked for preuemion, 

Which in fufFerance heartily will reioyce, 

Befeeching God, and you, to pardon roee. 

Gray . Neuer did faithfull fubieil more reioyce 
At the difeouery of moft dangerous Treafon, 

Then I do ar this houre ioy ore my felfe, 

Preuenccd from a damned enterpnze ; 

My fault, but not my body, pardon Soueraigne. 

King. God quit yoirin his mercv:Hearyour fentence 
You haue confpir’d againft Our Royall perfon, 

Ioyn’d with an enemy proclaim'd,and fr&m his Coffers, 
leceyu’d the Golden Earned ofOur death : 

^herein you would haue fold your King to (laughter, 
disPrinces, andhisPcercs to feruitude,i 
dis Subiedls to opprefsion, and contempt,^ 

Andhis whole Kingdome into dcfolation : 

1 ouching our perfon* fecke we no rcuenge, 

]ut we our Kingdomes fafetytuiift fo tender, 
Whoferuine-you fought, that to her Lawes 
^edodeliuer you. Get you therefore hence, 

Poore miferablc wretches)to your death: 
he tafte whereof, God of his mercy giue 


You patience to indurc, and true Repentance 
Of all your dcare offences. Beare them hence. Salt. 
Now Lords for France; the enterprife whereof 
Shall be to you as vs,like glorious. 

We doubt "not of a faire and luckie Warre, 

Since God fo gracioufly hath brought to light 
This dangerous Treafon,lurking in our way, 

To hinder our beginnings. We doubt not now. 

But curry Rubbc is fmoothed on our way. 

Then forth,deare Countreymen : Let vs deliuer 
Our Puiffance into the hand ofGod* 

Putting it ftraight in expedition. 

Chearely to Sea,the fignes of Warre aduance, 

No King of England,if not King of France. Flcnrift. 

Enter T'iftoHyNimfBardoIfhfBoy^and Hofiejfe . 

Hofteffe. ’Pry thee honey fweet Husband,let me bring 
thee to Staines. 

Pijloll . No: for my manly heart doth erne. 'Bardolpbj 
beblythe: iV/>w ; rowlc thy vaunting Veines: Boy,brifsle 
thy Courage vp : for Faljfajfe hee is dead, and wee muft 
erne therefore. 

Tlard. Would I were with him 3 wherefomere hee is, 
eyther in Hcauen*or in Hell. 

Hofiejfe ; Nay fare,hee s not in Hell: bee’s in Arthurs 
Bofome,if euer man went to Arthurs Bofome: a made a 
finer end,and went awav and it had beene any Chriftonie 
Child : a parted eu’n iuft betweene Twclue and One,ciiTi 
at the turning o’th’Tydc: for after I faw him fumble ‘with 
the Shcets,and play with Flowers,and fmile vpon his fin¬ 
gers end,I knew there was but one way: for his Nofe w$9 
as fharpe as a Pen,and a Table of grcenc fields. How now 
Sir I&hn (quoth If’) what man ? be a goodchcare : foa 
crycd out,God,God,God,three or foure times : nowj, 
to comfort him, bid him a O^ould not thinke of God; I 
hop’d there was no neede to trouble himfelfe with any 
fuch thoughts yet : fo a bad me Uy more Clothes on Ifis 
feet : I put my hand into the Bed,and felt them,and they 
were as cold as any ftone : then I felt to his knees, and fo 
vp-pecr‘d,and vp ward,and all was as cold as any flone ri 1 

Nim . T hey fay he crycd out of Sack, 

Hofiejfe, J,that a did. 

Ttard. And of Women. 

Hofejfe . Nay } that a did not. 

Boy. Yes that a did, and faid they were Deules incar¬ 
nate. ♦ - J . 

' t tVl ; * v < JL *» J ) r . 4 ) | 

If^oman. A could neuer abide Carnation, *twas aCo- 
lourheiieuer lik’d. 

Toy. A faid once, the Deulc would hane him about 
Women. 

Hofiejfe. A did in fome forc(irideed)T»andIe Women : 
but then hee Was rumauque, and talk’d of the Whore of 
Babylon. 

Toy . Doe you not remember a faw a Flea fticke vpon* 
Bardolphs Nofe^and a faid it was a blacke Soule burning 
in Hell. 

Bard. Wcll,the fuell is gone that maintain’d that fire: 
that’s all the Riches I got in his feruice. 

N;m. Shall wee (hogg ? the King will be gone from 
Southampton. 

Ptfi. Come,let’s away. My Loue,giue me thy Lippes: 
Looke to my Chattels, and my Moueablcs^ Let Scilies 
rule :The world is,Pitch and pay: truft none: forOatbes 
arc Strawes, mens Fauhs are Wafer-Cakes and hold-faft 
is the oncly Dogge: My Ducke, therefore Catieto bee | 
thy Counfailor, Goe, cleare thy Chryftalls. Yoke# 
fellowes in Aimes, let vs to France , like Hdffc- 
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